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. . . for Heaven's sake let us get out of this train and think.
I can't bear these people's faces.
. . . I knew that lunch would upset you.
. . . Where are we? Where on earth are we? I shut my
eyes to get through Philadelphia. We might be anywhere.
. . . The last station said it was Merian.
. . . Marion, Va.? Let's get out and see Sherwood
Anderson.
. . . No, Merian, Pennsylvania, where the Barnes Collec-
tion is. Somewhere near Bryn Mawr. The next station is
Paoli.
. . . Let's get out there. Esherick will let us sit in his
studio in the woods and give us something real to eat out
of his garden.
... It would be nice to. But it will keep us longer in
Pennsylvania. You say you want to get out of this State.
. . . No, I've come to a conclusion and I want to think
back over my reasoning. And I've decided that to think
about Pennsylvania you have to do so in Pennsylvania.
You can't think of this State when you are out of it. You
want to forget it. ... And this train is falling into decay,
I can't think where things are falling into decay. I hate
success like hell, and Pennsylvania is the brightest jewel on
the forehead of the system that is ruining us. The only
bright one left according to its publicity writers,
. . . Sure, it would be nice to sit in Esherick's studio and
have some real food to eat. But you'd better step lively. These
trains are so slow you can't tell whether they're moving or
stopping in a station.
. , . Let me make myself plain. I'd rather think where
things are succeeding than falling into decay. I used to do
a lot of thinking in trains. . . , Why, I wrote part of the
Half Moon—about Hendryk Hudson—on the cars about here.
Thirty years ago when I was working on that farm I told

